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| We hw seldom howl of a more | Weadhbennd wnat | is now wed to be 
CHARIVARIA. excellent idea than that of the New! as unreliable as “what the soldier said.” 
How true it is that even the very | York suffragettes, who have decided to + * 


createst have their cross to bear, just as|ride on horseback to San Francisco. | There seems to be no end to the 
much as the rest of us. It is officially | Mr. Punch’s heartiest moral support | disguises which the early cuckoo can 
stated that three helpings of meat are | will be given to such London militants | adopt, doubtless for purposes of self- 
no longer permitted to those who take! as decide to attempt something on the! protection. The sample.shot at Saffron 


the shilling dinner at the House of}same lines. A pilgrimage to, say, Walden turns out to be. an owl, while 


, Commons. e% |Peru, if they took their time over it | the one heard by an eminent naturalist 


. land did not hurry their return, would| at Harpenden was a bricklayer named 
We take exception to the criticism surely be woudertully 5 impressive. GeEoRGE KING. 
in The Express of the provincial hen 





' which has just laid an unusually small} As a reward for having asked 25,000: The Motor Traflic Committee have 











; egg. It may be small, but, been testing the efficacy of 
carefully aimed, it might just — | cow-catchers on motor-omni- 
_make the difference between Se a | buses. The réle of pedestrian 
a dull and an_ interesting Sa was entrusted to a dummy. 
| political meeting. | As it came out of the col- 

.” \ lision minus both legs, au 


| a correspondent of the same | 
| paper, who reports hearing a | 





| from one-and-eightpenny fees | 


| are told, consisted in all cases 


case of one GusTAv Props, | Pe | 
of Switzerland, may be of Wj 

. ‘i. . Np 
| interest. He has just died, 


We would also point out to jarm, and its head, we ’ think 


| we prefer, if it is all the same 
|to the authorities, to go on 
taking the old chances. 


lark last week at Bromley | 
and describes the bird’s song 
as “not very good or clear,” 
that the lark had probably 
only just left its watery nest. 
A damp bed would account 
for any little hoarseness. 


The Wave of Crime. On 
| top of all this Motor Bandit 
| business comes the news that 

two men have been charged 
at Cardiff with breaking into 
a bakery and stealing a 
sponge-cake, value one penny. 


To such of our panel 
doctors as are not gorged 
with their gains and thinking | 
of retiring with a fortune the | 


Even Mr. Eustace Mixes, 
despite a certain natural 
gratification, must have been 
sorry. for the owner of the 
dog s which, suddenly adopting 
| vegetarianism the other day, 
ate five bank-notes out of its 
master’s pocket-book. 


leaving £28,000, amassed! 
te) ’ , 


for his medicine, which, we} 


Mr. Ottver, editor of The 
Outlook, in which paper Mr. 
Lawson’s Marconi articles 
ie appeared, declared before the 

_ Committee that he thought 


of pounded rhubarb and 
beetroot. e @ 

The fact that, at a recent 
Society wedding in Balti-| 


more, U.S.A., it only took | Eien them a most valuable series. 
three policemen to rescue the | =? F << Will OxIver oak for more ? 
bride from the crowd, who} * 

were clipping souvenirs off | A CONTRAST IN WINTER FASHIONS. Hampstead” Heath ordi- 
her dress, convinces us that '!- _ naries, wires our Stock Ex- 





the American sp: ecti ator is losing his dash. 'questions, the lawyers in the Titanic {change correspondent, suffered a severe 
inquiry are to receive £16,000; while! | slump on the receipt in the City of 
“ They manage Yee things better} Senator SmitrxH, who must have asked | the news that rhinoceros beetles had 


/in Mexico,” sighed an enthusiastic | double that number, has had, as far as | sev erely damaged the Samoa cocoanut 





Unionist, on reading that the Cabinet | we have been able to ascertain, nothing, | plantations. 
Ministers of that country had been; not even a music- ars engagement. 
chased out of the capital and were now 


The Daily Mail hasta no Dresden 


in hiding in the suburbs. |, When they do agree, their unanimity | | edition, the authorities of that town | 
°* ‘is wonderful. A man, his wife, four! have been able to forbid the production 
The Dancing Craze.—First the sons, two daughters, and parents-in-law | there of The Miracle. 
Turkey Trot, and now the Territorial! have been arrested in Spain for uttering | +* 
Breakdown, es | counterfeit coin; and the movements| A large hammer was thrown through | 
* 'of the family cat are being carefully|the window of the Reform Club, at 
Champagne destroys the teeth, says watched by the “xy Manchester, a few nights ago. The 
a dentist. Too late, however, to save | person responsible escaped. ‘Tt is not 


Mr. Ben Tinterr, whose celebrated | The recent arson case in Hampshire! often that one finds skill at Throwing 
dinner-party is now auite ancient! has added one more to the list of things! the Hammer combined with the a bility 


history. | which are not evidence. What the! to sprint. . 





VOL. CXLIV. 














134 
WINTER SPORT. 
TIJ.—A Typican Morninc. 
“You take lunch out to-day—no?” 


said Josef, the head-waiter, in his in- 
variable formula. 

Myra and I were alone at breakfast, 
the first down. I was just putting some 
honey on to my seventh roll, and was 
not really in the mood for light con- 
versation with Josef about lunch. By 
the way, I must say I prefer the good | 
old English breakfast. With eggs and | 
bacon and porridge you do know when 


you want to stop; with rolls and honey | 


you hardly notice what you are doing, 


and there seems no reason why you 
should not go on for ever. Indeed, 
} once . but you would never believe | 
me, 





“We take lunch out to-di ay, Yes, « Josef. 


Lunch for—let me see——” 


“Six?” suggested Myra. 
“What are we all going to do?! 


Archie said something about skating. 
I’m off that.” 

‘ But whatever we do we must lunch, | 
and it’s much nicer outdoors. Six, | 
Josef.” 

Josef nodded and retired. 
eighth roll. 


I took my 


“Do let’s get off quickly to-day,” [| 


said. ‘“ There’s always so much chat 
in the morning before we start.” 

“I’ve just got one swift letter to 
write,’ said Myra, as she got up, “ and 
then I shall be pawing the ground.” 


Half-an-hour later I was in the 
lounge, booted, capped, gloved and) 
putteed—the complete St. Bernard. 


The lounge seemed to be entirely full 
of hot air and entirely empty of any- 
body I knew. I asked for letters; and, 


getting none, went out and looked at 
To my surprise [| 


discovered that there were thirty-seven | 


the thermometer. 
degrees of frost. A little alarmed | 
tapped the thing’mpatiently. “Come, 
come,” I said, “ this is not the time for 
persiflage.” However, it insisted on 
remaining at five degrees below zero. 
What I should have done about it I 
cannot say, but at that moment I 
remembered that it was a Centigrade 
thermometer with the freezing point in 
the wrong place. Slightly disappointed 
that there were only five degrees of frost 
(Centigrade) I returned to the lounge. 

“Here you are at last,” said Archie 
impatiently, ‘ What are we all going 
to do?” 

‘Where’s Dahlia?” asked 
* Let’s wait till she comes 
can all talk at once.” 

‘Here she is. Dahlia, for Heaven’s 
sake come and tell us the arrangements 
for the day. Start with the idea fixed 
in your mind that Myra and I have 
ordered lunch for six.” 


Myra. 
and then we 
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Dahlia shepherded us to a& quiet 
corner of the lounge and we all sat 
down. 

“By the way,” said Simpson, “ are 
there any letters for me?” 

“No; it’s your turn to write, 
Archie. 

“ But, my dear chap, there must be} 
one, hecause- “ 

“But you never acknowledged the 
| bed- socks,” I pointed out. “ She can’t 
iwrite till you - I mean, it was 
rather forward of her to send them at 
all; and if you haven’t even——” 

“Well,” said Dahlia, “what 
anybody want to do?” 

Thomas was the first to answer the 
;question. A girl in red came in from 
|the breakfast-room and sat down near 
| us. She looked up in our direction and 
met Thomas’s eye. 

“Good morning,” said Thomas with 
a smile, and he left us and moved across 
to her. 

“That's the girl he danced with all 
| last night,” whispered Myra. “T can’t 
| think what’ s come over him. Is this 
our reserved Thomas—Thomas the 
taciturn, whom we know and love so 
}well? I don't like the way she does 
| her hair.’ 
| . “She’s a Miss dahon, ” said Simp- 
|son in a loud voice. “I had one dance 
with her, myself.” 
| 
| 


” 





does 


“The world,” said Archie, “ is full of 
| people with whom Samuel has had one 
| dance.” - 
| ‘ Well, that washes Thomas out, 
anyway. . He'll spend the day teaching 
|her something. - What are the rest of 
lus going to do?” 

There was a moment’s silence. 

“Oh, Archie,” said Dahlia, “ did you 
get those nails put in my boots?” 

I looked at Myra and sighed. 

“Sorry, dear,” he said. “I'll take 
them down now. The man will do 
them in twenty minutes.” He walked 
over to the lift at the same moment 
| that Thomas returned to us. 

“TJ say,” began Thomas a little awk- 
wardly, “if you’re arranging what 
to do, don’t bother about me. I rather 
thought of—er—taking it quietly this 
morning. I think I overdid it a bit 
yesterday.” 

“We warned you at the time about 
the fourth hard-boiled egg,” I said. 

“T meant the ski-ing. We thought 
of—I thought of having lunch in the 
hotel, but of course you can have my 
rucksack to carry yours in. Er—I’ll 
go and put it in for you.” 

He disappeared rather sheepishly in 
the direction of the dining-room. 

“ Now, Samuel,” said Myra gently. 

“ Now what, Myra?” 

“Tt’s your turn. If you have 
headache, tell us her name.”’ 


a 
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“My dear Myra, I want to ski to- 
day. Where shall we go? Let’s go 
to the old slopes and practise the 
Christiania Turn.” 

“ What you want to practise is the 
ordinary Hampstead Straight,” I said. 
A medium performance of yours 
| yesterday, Samuel.” 


| “ But, my dear old chap,” he said 


leagerly, “I told you it was the fault of 
| my skis. They would stick to the 
Oh, I say,” he added, “ that 


| Snow. 
reminds me. I must go and buy some 
wax for them.” 

He dashed off. 
and sighed. 

“The nail-man won't be long,” said 
Archie to Dahlia, on his return. “I ‘m 
| to call for them in a quarter of an hour.’ 

“Can’t you wear some other boots, 

Dahlia, or your bedroom slippers or 
something? It’s half-past eleven. We 
really must get off soon.” 

“ But we haven't settled where we ‘re 
going | yet.’ 
| “Then for ‘eving’s sake let’s do it. 
| Myra and I thought we might go up 
above the wood at the back and explore. 
We can always ski down. It might be 
rather exciting.” 

“‘ Remember,” said Dahlia, “I’m not 
so expert as you are.” 

“Of course,” said Myra, “ we’re the 
Oberland mixed champions.” 


I looked at Myra... 


“You know,” said Archie, “I was 
talking to the man, who’s doing 


Dahlia’s boots and he said the snow 
would be bad for ski-ing to-day.” 

“If he talked in French, no doubt 
you misunderstood him,” I said, a 
little annoyed. ‘He was probably 
asking you to buy a pair of skates.” 

“Talking about that,” said Archie, 
“why shouldn’t we skate this morning, 
and have lunch at the hotel, and then 
get the bob out this afternoon ? ” 

“Here you are,” said Thomas, 
coming up with a heavy rucksack. 
“ Lunch for six, so you’ll have an extra 
one.” 

“T’d forgotten about lunch,” said 
Archie. ‘ Look here, just talk it over 
with Dahlia while I go and see about 
my skates. I don’t suppose Josef will 
mind if we do stay in to lunch after all. 
What about Simpson ?” 

I looked at Myra . . . and sighed. 

- Ww hat about him? a said. 


Halt. -an- hese fubie pnd exhausted 
people—one of them with lunch for six 
on his back—began the ascent to the 
wood, trailing their skis behind them. 

“Another moment,” said Myra, “and 
I should have screamed.” A. A. M. 





‘* Wanted, woman to peel onions at her own 
| home.’’— Wakefield Advertiser. 





| She certainly mustn’t do it at ours. 
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THE GRAND INTERNATIONAL. 


Apmirat Trrvirz. “GIVE YOU 8 TO 6,” 


Mr. Cuurcuitn. “WHAT PRICE GERMAN NAVY?” 
Apmirat Tirpitz. “WELL, I’LL MAKE IT 16 TO 10.” 


Mr. Cuurcuity. “I WANT 2 TO 1,” 








Mr, Cuurcnitn. “RIGHT, I’LL TAKE YOU.” 
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Harassed Hostess. ‘* Do you 


MY. PLAY. 
I HAVE written a rare little drawing-room piece ; 
It will never ke acted; the public must lose it ; 
The lords of our stage are incredible geese ; 
One and all they refuse it. 


I shall not expound you the whole of the plot, 
But I'll just give a hint of the heroine's character ; 
No Grundys would ever call her a bad lot, 
No gods could have “ barracked” her. 


A beautiful girl with an infinite tact, 
She delights in undoing her relatives’ tangles ; 
Her cousin Lord D'Arcy ’s in love (the First Act) 
With a creature in spangles. 


She saves him. She saves her mamma from her 
“friends ”’; 
If she deals with one problem she deals with a dozen ; 
And she gets her reward, as the curtain descends, 
In the shape of her cousin. 


Not wholly original that, you 'll observe— 
The girl who plays Providence; ah, but what fa'ry 
Had ever the gumption, the grace and the nerve 
Of my Managing Mary? 


Other masterful maidens have captured your heart 
| With the help of their toilets, too nice or too rowdy ; 
But the thing that sets Mary so wholly apart 
Is the fact that she’s dowdy. 
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ARE YOU A WALNUT?”’ 





Her gark is the garb of a season agone, 
And her intimates say, when she brightens their 
troubles, 
“Dear girl! What a terrible gown she had on!” 
And their gratitude doubles. 





What is more, when the grip of a present-day mime 
Is apt, ere the ending, to fade or diminish, 
My heroine wears the same frock all the time, 
From the start to the finish. 


You have it: I give you the skeleton shape ; 
You can picture the rest—all the gallery staring, 
The critics dumbfounded, the boxes agape | 
And aghast at my daring. 


Yet I write to our Frohmans and Barkers in vain: 

Evermore they present Sophonisba’s Vagary, 
Or Whimsical Susan; will no one explain 
Why they send back my Mary ? EVor. 








| 
| «Those who read Defoe in their youth may perhaps recall an 
| illustraticn of the King of: Brobdingnag studying Gulliver curiously | 
under a magnifying glass.’’—The Spectator. 
We heartily commend the reading of DeFoE as an aid to the 
memory. Swirt is not so good for this purpose. Many 
|people who read the latter in their youth have clean | 
‘forgotten the illustration of Robinson Crusoe’s parrot. 


Our latest Author. 
** Lady Constance appeared as Judith in a choreographic drama based 
on a stcry by Mlle. Judith Holofernes.’’—Continental Daily Mail, | 

















| Shepherd and Winner of a First Prize} The Weekly Wonder on the mountain | 
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AN INTERVIEW WITH OUR FIRST-PRIZE 
“BOBLET” WINNER. 

(From “ The Weekly Wonder.’’) 

I nap to do the last part of the | 
journey on all fours, for the mountain | 
was not only snowy but steep. Aj; 
Weekly Wonder man, however, out to | 
interview the First-Prize Winner in 
our world-famed “ Boblets ” Competi- 
tion, is not easily beaten. 
1 had just enough strength left to} 
rap at the door of a neat cottage, and | 
then my trials were over. 
I found myself in a warm, bright, 
comfortable parlour, my climbing irons 
taken off, the hundredweight or so of | 
snow removed from my back, and in| 
the presence of a hale, hearty, hand- 
some, apparently middle-aged couple— 





Mr. John MacRumbleton, Mountain |’em this long time. I always takes out! Water 


PUNCH, OR THE 


I hope?” 

They both laughed happily. “ Ees, 
Sir, they wur mine. I wur dead lame, 
I wur, afore I began to take in The 
Weekly Wonder—and now I can walk 
as well as any!” 

“ You delight me. Whose ear-trumpe 
is that yonder? 
deaf.” 

Again they laughed joyously. “’T'wur 
the old ooman’s, Sir. She wur deafer 
nor a postess—afore we began to take 
in The Weekly Wonder—and now there’s 
nowt she can’t hear.” 

“Enchanted! And now, once more 
to ask you for the history of your ex- 
traordinary Winning ‘ Boblet’ in our 
universally talked-of Competition.” 

“Wull, Sir, I been trying to make 


t 
Neither of you is 
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|erutches are those I see? Not yours, | “ We be thinking of a trip to Lunnon, 


Sir. We never seen it.” 

| “Ah, that will be a treat for you! 
| What do you most wish to see there ? 
| St. Paul’s? The Abbey? The Monu- 
;ment? The Houses of Parliament ? 
Come now, Mr. MacRumbleton, which 
of all our ‘sights’ are you most anxious 
| to see?” 

“None o’ them you’ve named, Sir. 
,O’ coorse I want to see they places— 
but there be a place I want to see more 
—the fine building where The Weekly 
Wonder be printed and published!” 





PRISMATIC MEALS. 


Firep by the enterprise of the All Red 
Route enthusiasts, who have been bat- 
|tening on All Red breakfasts, the Blue 
School of National Defence have 





THE EXPRESS PANEL DOCTOR. 





INSPECTING TONGUI 


in our world-renowned “ Boblets ’’| 
Competition, and his comely happy-| 
looking wife. 

« And now, Mr. MacRumbleton,” said | 
[, when I had announced my mission, | 
“how came you to think of this won- 
derful Winning ‘ Boblet’ of yours?” 

“ Wull, Sir, I dunno,” answered this 
splendid specimen of a Mountain Shep- | 
herd and “ Boblet’”’ Winner. “ You see, | 
I been a shepherd these seventy year.” 

I gave a loud shriek and had to take 
a nip of brandy from my flask. 

“ A shepherd seventy years, Mr. Mac- 
Rumbleton?” I shouted. ‘ You look 
about forty-five!” 

“ Kes, Sir, we bears our years well, 
but we be eighty and ninety—and we 
looked it—we looked more—we looked 
ninety and a hunderd—afore we began 
to take in The Weekly Wonder!” 

‘“‘T’m charmed to hear it. But about 
this marvellous Winning ‘ Boblet,’ Mr. 
MacRumbleton? By-the-way, whose 





Ss. 


and reads it to the sheep, an’ it be wun- 


nerful how much smarter and easier- | 


managed they critters ha’ grown since 
I been reading The Weekly Wonder out 
loud to’em! And so one day, among 
the Examples to make ‘ Boblets’ to, | 
see ‘A Penny will Buy—’ and thinks I, 
What can [ make that’ll rhyme wi’ 
that and suit wi’ it? And all in a flash 
it come to me— 
A Penny will Buy 
Weekly Wonder and Joy ! 

And so we sent it off, and when the 
good news come—and the cheque—my 
old ooman and me we kep’ on tumbling 
down senseless half the day, and then 
we took hands, and we run down the 
mountain, falling down turrible often 
—an’ we got the money ’an put it in 
a bank—an’ we be rich an’ happy!” 

“And what are your plans, Mr. Mac- 
Rumbleton, now that you ’ve won this 
magnificent Prize in our epoch-making 
Competition?” 
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SERVING OUT PILLS. 


arranged an All Blue dinner menu with 
| the idea of diverting attention to their 
creed. The constituents are not too 
plentiful, but something of a meal can 
be made of 

Blue Point Oysters with Reckitt’s sauce ; 

Blue Entrecéte with Delphinium tips ; 

Blue Jay en casserole ; 

Blue Beans ; 

Blue Peter Pancakes. 
The table-cloth to be made of old covers 
of The Great Adult Review, and the Blue 
Hungarian Band to be in attendance. 

Believers in the Yellow Peril who 
wish everyone else to realise the im- 
portance of that menace are proposing 
to bring it home by means of All 
Yellow Suppers, the ingredients of 
which are :— 

Yolks of Eggs with Piccalilli ; 

Filleted Gold Fish; 

Golden Plovers with Buttercup Salad ; 

Ye old Yellow-hammer Pudding ; 

Custard and Mustard. 
The whole to be washed down with 
Canary. 




















Fesruary 19, 1913.] 


PUNCH, 





\ 


1) RN 
AY 


wi 
\ 





\ 


Tree WAR LAN 


\ 


\ 


LY) aye) 


) 





UP NURSING OR LEARN RIFLE-SHOOTING ?’’ 


Wavbling in a basso rich and fruity 
As the richest, fruitiest Carlsbad 
plums 
([ have never seen this lordly thrummer, 


MINISTERIAL MINSTRELS. 


'Mr. Emtyn Davtes, a noted Welsh baritone 
vocalist, has assured The Daily Sketch that} 
Mr. Litoyp GEorGE is not only musical but 
can sing well. 

‘“*T can speak,’ said Mr. Davtes, ‘with 





The Lady with the Newspaper (much moved by patriotic leader). ‘I Feet, James, THAT I MUST DO SOMETHING. 


some knowledge of the matter, because for 


ring, | 


Savy I rake 


James (faintly). ‘‘ Micut I SUGGEST RIFLE-SHOOTING, DEAR, AS LIKELY TO CAUSE THE LESS DAMAGE?” 


a — ———— 


ABERDEEN 's addicted to the picc’lo, 
And with his intoxicating toot 

Decimates the denizens of Wicklow, 
Hushes Tara’s Harp until it’s mute ; 


I have never heard his chest notes) Samven, who drew from out the zither, 


As an infant prodigy, delight, 





But [ have it from a Carlsbad plummer , Now regards the merry post-horn fitter 


ten» years I occupied the seat immediately Tho has . seen him play : 
behind the Chancellor at Castle Street Welsh Who has heard and seen him play and 


Baptist Chapel, off Regent Street, London, sing). 

where he is a deacon. n't -: H , | 
***T can assure you he has a tenor voice far | Grey is weak in his coloratura, 

above the average, and it is of considerable | Never cares to decorate his themes ; 

strength and purity. I remember him on one | Morey now has lost his old bravura, 
le 6 X° on . . . 

oceasion turning to me and saying, Emlyn, | BeaucHamp is an operatic Jeames ; 

—— tenor —— I get the hang of it, | BrrrREwL on his wheezy Birrell-organ 

and he soon got it. “eg 7 he ail 

Grinds away, facetiously serene, 





**The Chancellor is reported to have also; 


told Mr. Davies that his favourite song was! Whether ’tis the March of Captain 
‘ Captain Morgan's March,’ the warlike refrain Morgan 
. o* 


of which he is often heard humming.’ | | a e «WW . 
snes: ey 6 | Or the tune of “Wigs on College 
Tuink not, O you Tories harsh and Green. 

odious, 





MaAstTerMan is not a LEoNARD BorwiIck, 
| Still he has a soft persuasive touch, 
Who can competently sing or play; . - — poe agp os ee 
Asqurra from the charming concertina! °°?" “I ee 

Coaxes most enchanting lilts and: R Bernasconi, ‘ aia 
tuncIMAN is terribly fastidious, 


swells, e : 
> ensue for nomen @ ote aliens 
Cuvacunz, Only cares for songs with high-class 


That our Davin, beautiful and gay, 
Is the only Minister melodious 


| 
blows his tromba, the | 


marina pomes, 

? : 

/REW i And declares there’s nothing hs 

Crewe Caruso easily excels. And declares there’s nothing half so 
5 hideous 


Lunv, when he’s off Colonial duty, As the hackneyed ballad, “ Hotes, 


sweet Hommes.” 





| On the balalaika gaily thrums, 





His desponding colleagues to incite. 


Burns is quite our highest vocal flier, 
Quite the prima donna of the troupe ; 
HosuHoOUvsE is a conscientious trier, 
Puase, of course, is often in the soup ; 
There’s a note of pathos in McKenna, 
Who is always striving to be sweet, 
But a taste of something tart, like senna, 
Manages his efforts to defeat. 


Sypney Buxton draws melodious 
thunder 
From the vitals of the deep bassoon ; 
HALDANE wakens audiences to wonder 
By his coruscations as a coon ; 
Yes, no matter what the devastation 
Wrought by AsquirH and his deadly 
brood, 
Never was there an Administration 
Richer in harmonious aptitude. 





The Week’s Epigrams. 
‘Now, as to the vexed question of dying, 
which is one that every woman has to consider 
if she lives long enough.’’—Sunday Times. 
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Such was the satisfaction of one of 

MR. PORKER v. MR. MARDON. |, players—I need hardly say it was 
WonpDERFUL things, miraculous| not Mr. Porker—that he wrote a book 
things, are seen to-day at billiard! about the match, and also to illustrate 
matches. SreveNson, with bonzoline| his contention that “ fine and first-rate 
balls, makes 1016 at a break, of which | hazard striking,” such as no doubt dis- 
these eyes saw the last 350; RercE|tinguished the play of Mr. Porker, 
with the ivories makes over 700 and| cannot in the long run bear up against 
yet is beaten by the youthful NEwMaw ; | « caution, coolness, and good strength,” 
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GrorGe Gray gees in off the red, hour | 
after hour; INMAN imperturbably scores | 
off impossible double baulks; and yet no | 
beok is written about it. Guides to the 
game—heart-breaking counsels of per- | 
fection—come out in some profusion, but | 
no history of a match of 500 up is ever | 
written now, as was done some sixty- | 
six years ago, in the handsome quarto 
that lies before me, price ten shillings, | 
with the position of the balls for the last 
nine breaks, and also thirty-two other | 
diagrams, the red being uniformly | 
coloured by hand. Books like this are | 
published no longer, more’s the pity. | 

The contestants were Mr. PorKker| 
and Mr. Marpon, and the game began in | 
Mr. Kentrietp’s Subscription Rooms, | 
at Brighton, at half-past twelve in the 
afternoon of January 18th, 1844. A 
few survivors among the audience might 
still be; but it is hardly likely. 

‘Not a bet,” says the report, “ was | 
offered whilst the player was in the act | 
of striking ;’’ which seems to be a wise | 
precaution and certainly should not be | 
resented by the players themselves. | 
* For such an arrangement much praise | 
is due to Mr. Kentrrietp.” The tables, | 
of course, had list cushions. | 

Which of the players broke is not | 
stated, but after the first few strokes | 
Mr. Marpon was 40 to 6. Mr. Porker | 
then passed him—83 to 51—but Mr. | 
Marvon having all the luck 3 to 1 was | 
laid on him. When the game was 300 | 
the light became obscure and it was | 
proposed to have the lamps. Mr.| 
Marpon did not, however, pause, | 
leaving Mr. Porker “the appearance 
of a great break.”” How well we know | 
those appearances and how deceitful | 
they can be! Mr. Porker’s ball being 
close to the lower cushion, there was 
some risk, and he prudently awaited 
the lighting of the lamps. No sooner 
were they burning brightly than he| 
accomplished the stroke, which was 
‘pronounced by Mr. Kentrreip to be 
fine a stroke under such circum- 
stances as ever was played.” Mr. | 
PorkER from this point never looked 
back until his score was 495, or 5 from 
victory, to Mr. Marpon’s 475. Four 
to one was then offered on Mr. PorkKeEr. 
But Mr. Marpon’s special line of 
country seems to have been unruffled | 
precision, and he gradually, in nine 
strokes, reached the finish amid a scene 
of terrific excitement. 


as 


or Mr. Marpon’s particular game ; and | 
this is the handsome volume that lies 
before me. : 

Much of it, I may add, is as sound 
to-day as it was then; but there is 
& curious onslaught on indiarubber 
cushions, which would amuse anti- 
quaries. A table fitted with these new 
absurdities was placed in a club as an 
experiment; but so many baulks re- 
sulted “that the frequenters of the 
room had the good sense to discard 
such cushions immediately,” being 
fortified in their decision by a well- 
known maker, who said oracularly that 
both truth and speed could never be 
obtained on the same table. Has it 
been thus with every new invention ? 
I suppose so. 

Among the general hints at the end, 
which no doubt were novel enough in 
those simple, distant (and happy) days, 
when the great Mr. KENTFIELD once 
“actually completed as many as two- 
and-thirty cannons in succession,” but 
are now everyone’s property, is a} 
quatrain written by Mr. Hucues, who 
kept a billiard-saloon in London for 
the benefit of his patrons. It is good 
sense, whatever Sir ARTHUR QUILLER- 
Coucn (“Cur”) may think of it as 
poetry. It hobbles thus :— 

‘* William Hughes hopes you'll him excuse 
For making this observation : 
When you've the best of the game, keep 
the same; 
To mention 
casion.”’ 

As to Mr. KENTFIELD, of whom every- | 
one speaks as being a man of fine} 
strength of character, I wish I knew | 
more of him. He seems to have been | 
the second champion, a marker named | 
Carr being the first. Carr challenged 





more there can be no oc- | 


|the world for 100 guineas, and Kenr- | 


FIELD accepted; but the match went 
by default, Carr was taken ill. 
KENTFIELD, who was not only a fine 
player but an instructor of singular | 
patience and lucidity, may be called | 


as 
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ON WAKING. 

PAINTED gaily on the cup, 

When I drink my early tea 
And consider getting up 

As a thing about to be, 
There ’s a pink and podgy bird 

For a minute’s vague employment, 
Fairy, fat and most absurd 

To my half-awake enjoyment! 


For ’twas only but just now 

That I wandered where he stood 
Very haughty on a bough 

In a green and silent wood, 
Mid the burnished colibris, 

Each a buzzing blue scintilla, 
Where the wind comes through the 

trees 
Faintly flavoured with vanilla! 


That’s the sugared land of spice 

Where one’s luck is always in, 
And the girls are always nice 

And the favourites always win ; 
Where a dun is never seen 

And there’s always pots of moncy, 
And the grass is always green 

And the skies for ever sunny ! 


Bird of plump and pleasing wing 
And of curved and curious make, 
You ’re a very friendly thing 
When I’m cross and half-awake, 
And the grey comes through the 
blind— 
For you link the unideal 
With the dreams I’ve left behind, 
With the rainbow and unreal! 








“THE ROAD TO RUIN.” 
To the Editor of “ Punch.” 
Dear Sir,—We noticed recently in 
your columns an article suggesting that 
House Agents should be more frank and 
honest in their descriptions of properties 





to let, and we think it may interest the | 
writer of the article mentioned to know | 
that we, at any rate, adopted, six months | 
ago, such methods as he or she sug- | 


gested, and have not departed from them | 


since. 
We beg to submit specimens of the 
particulars of three properties, supplied 


to our clients recently, and a personal | 


inspection will prove that the premises | 


do not belie the advertisements :— 
Rotianpd (Borders of).- Old moated 


the Father of the Game. In 1849! grange, surrounded by 50 acres of park- 
Joun Ropwerts the elder went tojland. Bone - manure factory within 


Brighton to challenge Kentrre.p; | 
KENTFIELD declined, and Roperts'! 
remained champion for many years. 
3eyond these public facts I know only | 
that KENTFIELD’s name was Epwiy; 


that he was always called “ Jonathan ” ; | 


> 


and that when the evening of life drew 
on he retired and took passionately to 


| gardening. 


150 yards of vear of mansion, but odour 
scarcely noticeable, excepting when 
‘wind is easterly. Plenty of hunting 
with three packs (country well wired). 
Fishing, 
The mansion contains 6 entertaining 
rooms and 15 bedrooms, nearly all oak- 
panelled. The best bedroom is said to 
| be haunted, but this is probably due to 


} 
} 
| 





é . . | 
chiefly minnows, in the moat. 
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Constituent (referring to M.P. speaking in market-place). ‘Tr’ 
MAKES ME THAT WILD TO THINK AS WE COULD ’AVE TWO FIRST-CLASS ’ARF-BACKS FOR THE SAME MONEY.”’ 


noise made by rats (with which the 
house is infested) in the wainscoting. 
Billiard-room in what was once the 
chapel. Part of the roof has fallen in, 
but landlord would bear portion of cost 
of repair with good tenant. Stables 
at present in ruins. House supplied 
with water from well in courtyard. 


No drains to get out of order. Last 
tenant relinquished through death 


from diphtheria four years ago. 
at Bone-manure factory. 

No. 16, Crame Court, CHELSEA.— 
Dining-room 11’ x 10’; drawing-room 
94 x 114’, 4 bedrooms, kitchen, larder, 
3’ x 3', Venetian blinds throughout, a 
few in working order. Drawing-room 
windows overlook a Tom ‘Tiddler’s 
ground, which may be used for storing 
disused kitchen utensils and tomato 
tins. Flat newly decorated to suit 
tastes of landlord, a retired publican. 
No cupboards, by request. Undesirable 
tenants in Nos. 14, 15,17 and 18. Only 
5 flats on each staircase. Apply Porter, 
when on premises, at No. 14; when 
not on premises, at ‘“ The Woolpack,” 
adjoining. 

DAMPSHIRE.- 


Keys 


Outskirts: of decaying 


5 


THE LIKES OF HUS THAT ’AS TO -PAY 


. : ' 3 w 
‘villa, in worst possible style of archi- 
| tecture, standing on a quagmire ? of a 


'rood in extent. 


| 


Muddy approach to) 


le . } 
|front door, partially gravelled, between 
| two small grass-plots and beds intended | 


| for flowers. 


Two sitting-rooms, 3 bed- 
}rooms, bathroom, h. and ¢. taps (water 
inot laid on), and so-called offices. 
| Two lean-to sheds in garden. Church 
| 3 miles, station 44 miles. Rent moderate, 
| but high for house and locality. 
|of harriers, shortly to be given up, 
| meets within 7 miles about once a fort- | 
inight. Golf links (private), 24 miles. | 
| Permission to play occasionally may be 
obtained from the owner by a C. of E. 
tenant with sound Tariff Reform 
'ples. Would be gladly sold. | 
| It may be of interest to add that this | 
last-mentioned property was let last | 


| 


week by our more literary confréres, | 


Pack | 


princi- | Not ours. 


Messrs. Sharp, Wiley & Co., a copy of | 


whose advertisement we beg to append 
for your perusal. 
Yours faithfully, 
TREWER AND TREWER. 
(Copy. } 
SouTHERN CountTIEs.—On border 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
| 


Him £400 A yEAR. It 


modern residence, standing in own 
grounds and approached by carriage- 
drive bordered with lawns and flower- 
beds. Two noble reception rooms, 
ample bedroom and bath-room accom- 
modation, excellent offices. Stable and 
garage. Well-matured garden. Church 
and station within easy reach. Hunt- 
ing, golf, good society. Rent £45. 
Landlord might be induced to sell to 
desirable applicant wishing and able 
to invest in really first-class property. 








From a Cinema advertisement :— 
‘‘WHOSE WIFE IS THIS? 
Lencru About 516 FeET.”’ 





Commercial Candour from Glasgow. 
‘‘ANNUAL SALE. 
PRICE AND QUALITY GO TOGETHER. 
PRICES REDUCED TO A SHADOW.”’ 


The New Abracadabra. 

‘« Miss Ibolyka Gyarfas made a great impres- 
sion... Hers should be a name to conjure 
with in the next decade.’’—Sunday Times. 

Conjurer. * Ibolykagyarfis! And now, 


of | Sir, if you will feel in your left-hand 


|pretty old-world village, a beautiful,| waistcoat pocket you will find the 
village. On heavy clay soil, jerry-built | well-built and conveniently-planned | rabbit.” 
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WHO REACHED THE SOUTH POLE IN JANUARY 1912) horses to stagger. 


Yokel. ‘*'Enr, D'xoU KNOW THAT THERE BARRER Cost I VIFTEEN SHILLUN?”’ 


IN MEMORIAM 


Captain Scott, R.A. 


AND HIS GALLANT COMRADES 


AND DIED ON THEIR HOMEWARD WAY. 
Not for the fame that crowns a gallant deed 
They fixed their fearless eyes on that far goal, 
Steadfast of purpose, resolute at need 
To give their lives for toll. 


But in the service of their kind they fared, 
To probe the secrets which the jealous Marth 
Yields only as the prize of perils dared, 
‘he wage of proven worth. 


So on their record, writ for all to know— 
The task achieved, the homeward way half won— 
Though cold they lie beneath their pall of snow, 
Shines the eternal sun. 


O hearts of metal pure as finest gold! 
O great ensample, where our sons may trace, 
Too proud for tears, their birthright from of old, 
Heirs of the Island Race! 
O. §. 
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ANOTHER PATHETIC FALLACY. 


You have read in novels how a great emotion will 
transform a man's countenance; how a poet's face in the 
hour of inspiration sets the sparrows singing on the house- 
how that of a man suddenly ruined causes phlegmatic 
My own features are of the common- 
| place type, which nobody ordinarily thinks of regarding 


tops ; 


| twice, but nevertheless I too have had my experiences. 


| 


They occurred on the morning when [ received a letter 


from Phyllis, which. said briefly, “ Yes, I think so.” 


much in that, you may say, but when I tell you it was the 
| delayed answer to a proposal of marriage you will under- 


[Fesrvary 19, 1913. 


Not 


stand. Shortly after reading it I stepped out into the street 


| verse) that Phyllis now is pledged to me, or, by my troth, 
these flattering glances shot from beauty’s eyes might make 


| 


to walk to the office. 
What a walk that was! 


from a hundred motor-buses. 


May wooed so winningly a February morning. 


The light in my eyes seemed 
to brighten the very sun; the song in my heart was echoed | 
Never have the winds of | 


Not a man I met but turned his head as if loth to take | 
| his eyes from my irradiated countenance. Every girl seemed | 
_to take the keenest pleasure in my happiness, smiling prettily | 
| as if infected by its contagion. "Tis well, I thought (in blank | 


heart unfaithful. 
* * + » * + 


nv 


It was only when I reached the office and looked in the 
ass that I discovered the large black smudge on the end 


if 


g] 
of my nose. 





* 








oo = 


meena. - 
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IN HONOUR OF BRAVE MEN DEAD. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


(EXTRACTED FROM THE Diary or Toby, M.P.) 
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A PURELY FANCIFUL PICTURE OF THE MARCONI ENQUIRY. 


Showing how the infantile innocence of Mr. WEpDGWwoop Benn, had he conceivably been the object of Mr. FAtconer’s cross- 
examination, would have foiled that legal luminary. 





House of Commons, Monday, February | been impossible for the most reckless]among whom Wepawoop BEnn 


10.—Appearance of House when Ques- | imagination, the most loosely strung 
tions called on suggested final collapse.|mind to suspect him of dabbling in 
Doubtful whether, had count been | stock with a view to making a profit of 
moved, a quorum would have been | £200,000 more or less. 
found. Front Opposition Bench tenant-| As things stand he has a curious 
less. Bonner Law, whose thirst for | fascination for Fanconer, whose piti-|CHARLIE BERESFORD, who continues to 
information is unrelieved by callous! less, persistent cross-examination of a|keep his weather eye upon the W1v- 
PREMIER, temporarily abandons pursuit | witness in course of the inquiry finds|some Winston, inquired whether, in 
of knowledge. Example loyally fol- | nearest parallel in the supreme achieve- | pursuance of engineering work at Rosyth 
lowed by his colleagues. Only three|ment of Sir Cuartes Russet before| the contractor had come upon a bank 
Ministers on Treasury Bench. | he deserted the Bar for the Bench.|of mud not marked on any chart? 
Happily among them is WepGwoop | Had Wepawoop Bryn chanced in any | Wiyston, who knows most things, fain 
Benn, who, though not officially at-|conceivable circumstances to be his|to admit this beyond him. 
tached, answers for Board of Works in| victim in the witness-chair, response “IT cannot answer that question 
this Chamber. Not for the first time, | to his most soul-searing inquiry would| without notice,’ he almost humbly 
never before with equal force, is brought | have been a smile of almost infantile} said. 
home to mind of Members looking on | innocence, in its way as impregnable as 
what a precious asset he is to a Govern- | a Dreadnought. 
ment occasionally in need of extraneous | Occasionally, when he makes shrewd 
help. Something about his guileless 
countenance, his seraphic smile, recalls 


is 
numbered cannot be as iniquitous, as 
hopelessly bad, as Mr. Hunt and Sitver 
Market Gwynne regretfully assume. 
Danger of thinking aloud in a mixed 
assembly illustrated this afternoon. 


Question and answer struck a chord 
in breast of Kinnocu-Cooke. 

“Cannot answer it?” he eried. “I 
answer to inquiries concerning the de-| thought you were a slinger of mud.” 
partment he represents, House begins| MHadn’t slightest intention or ex- 
famous group of cherubs hovering over | to suspect he is not quite so ingenuous|pectation of being overheard. Just 
the canvas of a great master. By|as he looks. That, however, a passing|an idea that struck him, not without 
chance he had no Ministerial con-|impression. There permanently re-|tinge of disappointment that one so 
nection with the Marconi contract.|mains the subtle, indescribable, but |much esteemed by him as is First Lorp 
Had it been otherwise it would have|clearly felt conviction that a Ministry|or THe ApmrraLty had at a particular 


























| things 


| Approaching climax he, in voice trem- 
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crisis fallen short of high standard at| 
which he is habitually measured by | 
a perhaps too-prejudiced friend. . Un-| 
fortunately, in temporary absence of 
mind, Krytocu-Cooke, instead of mur- | 
muring the remark below his breath, | 
spoke it aloud with startling effect. | 
indignant cries of “ Withdraw!’” rose 
from Ministerial ranks. The SPEAKER | 
interposing administered personal re- | 
buke perhaps unexampled in severity. 

Awkward incident. However, as} 
turned out, better offer an 
apology. This he hastened to do, and | 
in the quaint manner peculiar to House | 
in analogous circumstances was as| 
loudly cheered as if he had performed | 
meritorious action. 

Business done.—In Committee on 
Supplementary [stimates. | 

Hlouse of Lords, Tuesday. — Second | 
field night of session. Debate opened 
on motion to read a second time Welsh 
Church Disestablishment Bill. By 
comparison with scene at similar stage 
of Home Rule Bill great falling off in| 
interest. Few peeresses graced side | 
galleries with their presence. Red-| 
cushioned benches on floor only half; 
filled. Marked exception in case of} 
benches below Gangway to right of} 
Woolsack. Here flocked the surpliced | 
Bishops. Iiffect undesigned; not! 
therefore the less, perhaps the more, | 
striking. 

Fog filled Chamber with depressing 
persistency. Electric lights flaring 
from roof did little to disperse the 
Through it shone the white 
robes of the Bishops, emblematical of 
innocence and of capacity to rise 
superior to mundane influences. 

KuNYON, in moving rejection of Bill, 
set forth in detail evil consequences 
that would follow upon its enactment. | 


gloom. 


bling with emotion, said: “ My Lords, 
the disestablishment of the Church in 
Wales will be a step to the inevitable 
disestablishment of the English Church. 
In such case the business of your Lord- | 
ships’ House would be daily commenced | 





without prayer.” 


— 


sympathy approved 


| life-long associations connected with its 


| in black silk cover—caused noble Lords 


Conscience-stricken peers recollected | 
that attendance at prayer time rarely | 
exceeds a devout half-dozen. Still | 
there it is, and a murmur of pained | 
this conclusive | 
argument against the Bill. 

Bishop of Sr. Asarn read interesting 
paper. When he laid his manuscript 
on pulpit desk (I mean on the Table), 


appearance—quarto sheets neatly sewn 


reverentially to close their eyes and 
assume a restful attitude. Presently 
roused by energy of the BisHor, who, 
untrammelled by his manuscript, “let | 
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McKenna have it hot,” as WILLOUGHBY 
DE Broke admiringly said. 

About this time discovery made of 
curious incident illustrating force of 
early habit. The fog deepening, Lorp 
CHANCELLOR seized opportunity of 
making strategic retreat. Beckoning 
CoLEBROOKE to approach Woolsack, he 


' asked him to take his place. 


“ Back d'rectly,” he whispered as he 
tiptoed out. 
Choice of substitute might have been 


| better made. CotEBRookr’s figure lacks 


expansiveness of LorD CHANCELLOR’s. 
Moreover, he was, of course, unprovided 
with wig and gown. Nevertheless so 
dense was the fog that disappearance 
of Lorp CHANCELLOR, long unnoticed, 
would not have been discovered save 





““SS SESS 


Cuarnniz BeresrorD keeping his weather eye 
on WINSTON. 


for the reflected light from the Bishops’ 
lawn falling upon the Woolsack. To 
gencral surprise it disclosed COLEBROOKE 
sitting bolt upright, looking increasingly 
miserable as Lorp CHANCELLOR tarried 
on his way back. 

Business done.— Lord Bravcwamp 
moved second reading Welsh Church 
Disestablishment Bill. Lord Kenyon 
moved its rejection. 

Friday.—Yesterday Lords threw out 
Welsh Church Bill by 252 votes against 
51. To-day Commons adjourn till 
Friday, 7th March, when Parliament 
will be prorogued, with interval (includ- 
ing Sunday) of three days before new 
Session opens. 





The Spread of Suffragism. 


‘*Mrs. Henry Fawectt, LL.D. Natus 1847.” 
Everyman. 


SAFE BIND, SAFE FIND. 


We having occasion to shu up our 
flat for a month or so, my wife was all 
for taking our silver round to a Safe 
Deposit in order to prevent its being 
stolen in our absence. For myself, I 
was all for having it stolen in our 
absence in order to save the trouble 
of having to take it round to a Safe 
Deposit on future occasions. In the 
end, she admitted that 1 was right, 
as always, and then it was agreed that 
I should have the privilege of taking 
the silver, in a trunk, to the Safe De- 
posit. 

I felt, as I alighted from my taxi 
with my trunk, worth my weight, and 
more, in silver. But the clerk in charge 
of the Deposit Office made no overt 
sigh of deference, doubtless determining 
to keep an open mind until he was 
satisfied as to the contents of my trunk. 


awkward corpse to dispose of, I made 
haste to inform him that this was not 


truth of our domestic affairs. 

- Clerks in charge of Safe Deposits 
are eminently human, and nothing 
bores them so much as the truth of 
other people’s domestic affairs. So he 
gave me the Company’s booklet of in- 
structions to read and returned to his 
desk, to write, no doubt, to the other 
depositories to tell them how their 
deposits were getting on and that if 
there was a suspicious cove in the room 
he was under the strictest observation. 

After an interval: “ I have read your 
little work,” said I, returning him his 
booklet, “and find your Subscribed 
Capital, Directors, Solicitors, Auditors, 
Bankers, Business Hours, Telephone 
Number and Telegraphic Address the 
most delightful reading. But there are 
two points at which I quibble: the 
first, is if wise to make, as you do in 
the very fore-front of your preface, this 
proposition ::‘ Visitors are invited to 
inspect the Safe Deposit, which is open 
free from 9 a.m. to 6 P.M.,’ and is it not 
asking for trouble to put it in italics ? 
And, secondly, is it really necessary for 
me to have a password ?” 

The man turned from his desk, “I 
will take your last question first,’”’ said 
he, “for your first I do not intend to 
answer. A password is necessary, and 
I shall be glad if you will fix on one 
while I make out the necessary forms 
for you to sign.” 

It is said of me by my friends that 
[ am a man of many words, by my 
enemies that I am a man of too many 
| words. But, upon my soul, it took me 





Rather than have him suspect me of | 
being an ingenious murderer with an | 


the case and to explain to him the | 








We aren't even to be allowed a Latin! on this oceasion five minutes to think 
gender of our own. iofone. Any word, the Clerk had said, 
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would‘ do, one word being as easy to 
remember or, as he added when he 
appreciated my difficulty, as easy to 
forget as another. But I did not look 
at the matter in the same light. “It 
must be,” said I, “exactly the right 
word,” and with great care and cir- 
cumspection I evolved it. I gave it 
him, I saw him make a note of it for 
future occasions, and then I proceeded 
in due course and naturally enough to 
forget it and all about it. 

On the re-opening of our flat a month 
later, 1 argued even more strenuously 
against a second visit by myself to that 
Safe Deposit. I knew that I had some 
very strong grounds for objection, but 
could not remember exactly what. Sure 
enough, when I got to the place and 
produced my signed forms and asked 
for my silver, that Clerk must needs 
have me give him a password. A pass- 
word ; why, of course. 

“ How many guesses have I got?” I 
asked, in order to temporize. 

“Your password, Sir?” said the 
Clerk, for any signs of flippancy are very 
properly discouraged in the purlieus of 
a Safe Deposit. 

“TI can give you the rough idea,” 
said I, “for that at least I can remem- 
ber. You gave me to expect that this 
emergency would arise, and I well knew 
that when it did arise I should be un- 
equal to it. So I chose a word that 
would naturally suggest itself when I 
came so to inform you. If you look at 
your book it will no doubt show you 
what that word is. ... / And now may 
[ have my silver?” 

“T must be told,” said the Clerk, 
“what the word was.” 

I thought and thought, but there 
was nothing for it but to tell him that 
I had forgotten it. 

“Damn,” 1 began apologetically . . . 

Thereupon the Clerk thanked me 
and gave me the silver. 





The Run of the Season. 
‘HUNTING. 
EXCELLENT Day’s SPORT WITH THE BLANKNEY. 
A BapGer KIL_Lep,’’—Standard. 


A Minor Prophet. 

es The Rev. ——, speaking at the Athletic 
Association’s concert last week, prophesied a 
busy and attractive time at the Sports Ground 
last year.’’— Worthing Observer. 
This initial success should encourage 
him to higher flights. 
‘Mr. Hrry Holmes, of 21, Lynette-avenue, 
Clapham Common, requests us to state that 
he is in no way connected with the Harry 
oHImes who, on February 11, at Greenwich, 
was sent for trial.’’-—Evening News. 
It is surprising, seeing how differently 
they spell their names, that the mistake 
ever arose, 
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OUR VILLAGE CINEMA. 


Showman. 


‘‘’Ere, I say, IT BH ’ORSES’ ’OOVES, NOT ’ORNS OR ’AIL-STORMS.”’ 











ON RECEIVING AN ADVERTISEMENT OF PHEASANT EGGS. 


Dear Sir,—Although I plainly see 
Your card is kindly meant, 

To forward such a thing to me 
Is energy mis-spent ; 


| No joy is it to me to know 
That,“ all the eggs did well,” 
| As testified by So-and-So, 

Or some such other swell. 


For pheasant eggs or chicks that run | 


Or grown-up birds that fly 
Are little good without the gun 
I can’t afford to buy! 


My interest it scarcely whets 
To read your lists of rank, 
To hear of Dukes and Baronets 
Whose keepers “ beg tothank 





» 


| Ah! why, Sir, advertise your skill 
| To one as poor as proud ? 

| ‘Two pheasants would my garden fill, 
| And three would be a crowd. 

Yet, stay! not vainly shall you beg, 
Your firm shall yet rejoice ; 

| You shall supply one breakfast egg— 
| Unfertile, please, for choice! 














others think. 





| that homines sapientes 
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GREEK IAMBICS. 
‘*T nave been thinking,” I said. 


‘And that,” said Francesca, “is capital exercise for you. 
ome people be ox, Some fence, some ride, some play golf, 
some walk 
*“ And some talk,” I put in. “Don’t forget the talkers!” 

“TI am not allowed to forget them. Some talk, and 
They ‘re the best of all, and you, it appears ” 


she swept me a curtsey—‘ are one of them. Oh, what 
would I give to be a thinker, to be able to bear down 


opposition by the foree of reason, to bring doubters to my | 
PI . § 4 


Tell me, tell | 


side by the pure influence of a great mind! 
me how does it feel to be like that ?” 

“It feels,” I said, “ like—surely you know what I mean 

like having a reason, like possessing a great mind, you 
| know; like being a man, in fact—homo sapiens, and that sort | 
of thing.” 

“And whiat do vou think I care,” 
homosapienses ?”’ 

“Tf,” I said, “ you desire to indicate the plural I suggest | 
would be the more usual form. 
Possibly you may have some authority in the Latin of a! 
later age—monkish Latin, for instance—but— ws 

“We will put Latin aside,” she said. 

“ No,” I said warmly, “we will not put it aside. 


she sail, “for your 


For | 


twelve long yéars I learnt Latin, and now in the plenitude 


of my powers I am to be told by a mere chit of a girl — 

‘Age cannot wither me,” said Francesea. 

*—T am to be told by a mere chit of a girl who hasn't got 
an irregular verb to her name that Latin is to be put aside. 
Take my Latin from me, and what am I?” 

“An old goose,” said Francesca. ‘“ It’s the most perfect 
subtraction sum I ever met.”’ 

‘Pretty warbler,” I said. “If I could remember 
Latin for nightingale that should be your name.” 

‘L'll do without it. You needn’t strain your 
just to give me pleasure.” 

‘Philomela’ is the word,” 

* It is too late now,” she said; 
equally well.” 

‘ Francesca,” 

“ Warbling,” she urged. 

‘ Babbling,” I repeated, “ babbling badly. 
refuse to tell you what I was thinking about.” 

“And I,” she said, “shall refuse not to bear up under 
the blow.” 

“No,” I said, “ I will change my mind— 

“ Changes neatly executed while you wait.” 

“| willchange my mind and tell youall,” Isaid. “Have 
you ever noticed “that F ‘rederick is growing, that he is more 
than five years old 

“And will be six in June,” she said. “ Something of the 
sort had vaguely occurred to me, but I could never have 
expressed it with your precision and force.” 

*—-And we shall soon have to think seriously about his | 


the 
memory 


I said. 


‘and ‘nightingale’ does 


[ said, “ you are babbling.” 


| education.” 


“ He is already highly accomplished,” she said. ‘“ He can 
read many words of three letters.” 

* Pooh!” I said. 

“ And can do simple sums in addition.” 

“Pish!” I said. 

“ Unnatural father, thus to depreciate the genius of your 
son. 


| in his bath.” 





“Then,” I said, “ he shall go to Cambridge.” 


“Do they do sums in their baths at Cambridge ? ”’ 
al Yes,” 


wrangler.” 


I said, “ and everywhere else, too. 


JONDON CHARIVART. 


| And that,’ 


T shall now | 


He is a born arithmetician, and insists on doing sums | 


He shall be a! 
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* Bless his heart,” said Francesca fondly. “ Did he want 
to be a little wrangler then?” 
| My heart,” I said, “is steeled against your prattle, and 
Frederick, being upstairs, cannot hear it.” 
‘This conversation,” she said, “is becoming too dis- 
‘cursive. Besides, I cannot bear a man who says ‘pooh’ 
,and ‘pish.’ Such expressions are only met with in books.” 


“Francesca, if you dare me, I will say ‘ugh’ and 
‘pshaw.’. But please understand ime. When I said ‘ pooli’ 


and ‘pish’ just now I did not intend to make light of 
| Frederick's learning. I meant to imply that knowledge is 
not necessarily the first object of education. Character, 
| you know—Frederick must acquire character..’ » 
| “His character,” she said, “is angelic. He would give 
‘his last sponge-cake to his sisters.” 

“ He must play cricket and football.” 

“ He can play them on the lawn.” 
| * And he must learn to take a swishing like a man.” 

“Do men take them much?” she said. 

“ And, therefore,’ I said, disregarding her, “he must, go 
to a good preparatory school and afterwards to ay public 
ischool. Do you imagine that Eton, Harrow, Winchester, 
| Rugby and all the rest of them are gaping for F ‘reder ick ? 
| He must be put down at once for somewhere.” 
| * But won't they let him do his reading 
sums ?” 


and his little 


>| “He will, I hope, continue to dabble in them... But: he 
| will learn to write Latin Elegiacs and,- possibly, Greek 


lambics. Think, Francesca, how proud you will be of a 
son who can write Iambics.” 


* But you yourself,” she. said, ‘once w rote: these awful 


given me an insight; it has helped to build me up; it has 
taught me how to avoid false quantities 
’ she said, “is, of course, most important. 
shall begin to teach Frederick that directly.”’ 

“T wouldn't hurry him too much,” I said. 

“Wouldn't you? Of course you know best. I thought 
| perhaps he'd like to take an Iambic to bed with him.” 


R. C. 











MULLIGATAWNY. 


‘ Mulligatawny (Tamil 
| Indian curry-soup.’ 


milagutunni, lit. pepper-water). 
English Dictionary. 








|things. You don’t do much at it now, do you?” 
| J] don’t exactly make a habit of it,” I Lar “but it has | 


An East | 


THERE are soups of various patterns, that range from the | 


| humble pea 
| To the aldermanic turtle that’s not for the likes o’ me, 
| But the priceless pick of the boiling is made on the masterly 
plan 
| Of Misther Mulligatawny, the eminent Irishman. 


For what is the soup of Scotland (the gourmet shudders 
and pales), 

| Or what is your cock-a-leekie—the probable soup of Wales, 

Or any infusion flavoured by English corduroy 

| To the soup of Mulligatawny, the broth of an Irish boy ? 


But Philology thrust her nose in, and hatched a horrible 
plot 

| That the manhood of Mulligatawny should shamefully be 

forgot ; 

| She implied that Mulligatawny was never a shamrock fruit, 

| And wasn’t discovered in Erin, but came from an Indian root. 


| Now credit, it ’s my conviction, should go where credit is due, 
| So I feel constrained to batter Philology’s nose askew 


| With the fact that the Monarch of All Soups is made on | 


the masterly plan 
| Of Misther Mulligatawny, the eminent Irishman. 
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Celebrated English Actor (great success as Trishman in Irish play). 
OFF THE STAGE AS ON UT, WHOILE THE PLAY IS RUNNING. 
Touriny Actor. ‘* ALT. VERY FINE FOR YOU 
EVENING, AND ME A WELSHMAN, LOOK you! 


THE 
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‘* OL ALWAYS THINK AN ACTORR SHOULD SPAKE THE SAME ACCENT 
BrEGORRA, IT MAKES HIM NATURAL IN HIS PARRT.”’ | 
put I ray A SCOTCHMAN AT MATINEES AND AN IRISHMAN AND A F'RENCHMAN IN 











convert or uso the said tenement or 
-_ part thereof into a pandemonium 
bear-garden nor blow any trumpet 


A FAMILY “AGREEMENT.” 

(Drawn up by a distracted father for | 9 
the benefit of all parents whose 
sleep is rendered insecure by the 


i | secure bang or otherwise strike any drum nor 
behaviour of their offspring.) 


suffer the said tenement to be used or 

THIS INDENTURE made the . . ./occupied by bleating sheep talking! 
day of . . . 19... between Messrs. Pater} dolls or other nuisance AND further 
and Mater Familias of the one part|that the Lessee will not during the 
(hereinafter called “the Lessors”) and| occupation of the said demised premises 
Master Three-year-old of the a ery whine sniff toss about sing shout 
part (hereinafter called “the Lessee’’)| or do any act which may be or grow to 
WITNESSETH that in consider no the annoyance or disturbance “of the 
of the Lessee’s covenants hereinafter} Lessors or the oczupiers or inmates 
contained THE said Lessors do demise of adjoining premises PROVIDED 
unto the said Lessee ALL THAT) ALWAYS and these presents are upon 





| wooden tenement called and known as | this express condition that if and when- 


“THE COT” situate and being ad-| | ever the Lessee shall fail to observe 
jacent to other the two tenements of the! and perform any of the covenants here- 
Lessors in the county of Beds together | | inbefore contained it shall be lawful for 


| with the appurtenances thereto be! ong- | the Lessors at any time to remove and 


ing TO HAVE and to occupy the same ‘utterly expel the said Lessee from the 
nightly for a period of . . . hoursfrom|said ‘demised premises AND the 
the day of . 19... rent free AND Lessors hereby covenant with the 
the said Lessee does hereby covenant | Lessee that the Lessee duly performing 
with the said Lessors that he shall not| all the covenants on the Lessee’s part 
nor will without the licence and con-|shall quietly enjoy the said premises 
sent of the said Lessors first obtained | without interference by the Lessors. 








set their hands and seals the day and 
or other musical instiuments nor beat | 





IN W ITNE SS whereof the said 
parties to these presents have hereunto 





year first above written 
| Signed sealed and delive ered ) 
by the above-named . 
in the presence of 


os, 


oe, 








Commercial Candour from L‘verpool. 


(1) ‘‘ SrockTaKING SALT. 
EVERYTHING REDUCED. 
QvuaALITY—STYLE—VALvwr.”’ 

(2) **500 Dozen Ladies’ Irish Linen Hem- 
stitched Handkerchiefs, honestly worth 1/6 
doz. Sale price 6 for 1/6.”’ 

“The Rev. C. Conolly presided at a sacred 
musical service given at Exton Church on 
Sunday afternoon. The programme was of 
an interesting and varied character, and com- 
prised items by Miss Cissie Fradd (soprano), 
Miss Nellie Drew (contralto), Mr. Reginald 
Fisher (tenor), Mr. Chas. Price (bass), the 
humorous part being entrusted to Mr. W. J. 





Hoad.’’"—Hampshire County Times. 


The last-named gentleman must have | 


found it good practice for the humor- 
ous part in the anthem that same 
evening. 

















AT THE PLAY. 
“THE PRETENDERS.’ 

Accorpine to Mr. WitniAmM ARCHER, 
who translated the play and provided 
the audience with an erudite but very 
readable “‘ foreword ”’ about it, a “ long- 
standing reproach ” has been lifted from 
the English stage by the tardy produc- 
tion of this opus magnum of HENRIK 
Insen’s early career. As a feat of 
heavy-weight lifting a was a colossal 
performance, and, looking back, I am 
proud to have assisted at the achieve- 
ment, though at the time something of 
the physical strain communicated itself 
to my own gifts of endurance, putting 
them to a very severe test. 

I cannot doubt that, if I 
had fortified myself by a pre- 
vious study of the play, I 
should have succeeded better 
in penetrating some of its 
darker purposes. But I must 
still believe that the appeal of 
the greatest human dramas 
should be too direct to stand 
in need of such preliminaries. 
It true that the broad 
motives of the play, and the 
characters of its protago- 
nists, were fairly intelligible ; 
but some of the minor 
issues were veiled (for my 
eyes at least) in the mists of 
obscurity. Much of this was 
due to the Pretender’s inde- 
cision of character; his ten- 
dency to behave “like the 
poor cat i’ the adage” ; and, 
most of all, his religious 
scruples. The technical act 
of sacrilege committed in his 
cause by the priest, his son 

an act which apparently 
arrested the Pretender in the 
full tide of his ambitions— 
may have had some local significance 
proper to the period; but a stupendous 
world-tragedy ought surely to turn on 
something a little more cosmic. 

Apart from its two remarkable studies 
of character and their interaction the 
virtue of the play lies in certain isolated 
passages, such as that between Skule, 
the Pretender, and the Skald, or the 
former’s welcome of his new-found son. 
The earlier of these passages, illustra- 
tive of the familiar thought to which 
Rossetti, among other poets, gives 
utterance 
‘By thine own tears thy song must tears | 

beget—’’ 
is marked by great literary beauty. But 
such relief comes rarely in a play that | 
is primarily a drama of character tested 
in action. 


' 


’ 


ti) 


DIN 


is 


\ SAN 


MNOMAY 
SS 


SS 


SS 
S 


\ 


SSIS 


> 


QQ 
LESS 
aay 


of Bishop N 
Mr. Havi 


edition. 


\ 
‘ 


WS 


N 


SAO 


\ 


QSOS 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


Rey. Mephistopheles in the person of 


| Nicholas Arnesson, Bishop of Oslo. 


His ruling passion, strong to the last 
of life, was to promote discord in the 
Kingdom of Norway, that no one man 


might rise to be the giant which he 


himself had failed to become. His 
motto is not “ divide et impera,” but 
rather “encourage rivalry that there 
may be no trie imperator at all.” Un- 
fortunately the original passage which 
gave the key to this attitude, showing, 
as I understand from Mr. Arcuer, that 


it was due to jealousy born of his own! 


failure to win suecess in a world of 
lustier men, was omitted in the acting 
Yet, after all, we are accus- 
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IBSEN ON THE UNDERGROUND. 


Mr. Laurence Irvine (Skule) to Mr. Witi1am HaviLanp (Ghost 


icholas), ‘* And you come from down yonder 
LAND. ‘‘ Yes, the moving staircase.”’ 


tomed to accept the Devil’s motives 
without too much scrutiny, and so the 
character of the deplorable old prelate 
stands out clear enough. 

There was a dramatic moment when, 
in the very article of death, he has the 


letter burned which alone could prove | 


whether the King, Hakon Hakonsson, 


had any right to his regal surname. | 


He achieves his object—to leave the 
Pretender a legacy of insoluble doubt 
—but it involved a cruel disappoint- 
ment for the curiosity of the audience, 
who never got at its contents. 

The old heathen took an unconscion- 
able time about his dying; but it was 


|a great scene, and Mr. Winiiam Havi- 


LAND, who played the part, deserved 


his triumph. 


Mr. Laurence Irvina’s performance 
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ing his words as he went along; and, 
even when his motives were least in- 
telligible, we laid the blame elsewhere, 
either on Ipsen or ourselves. But I 
did not greatly care for his sing-song 
manner. lt almost seemed as if Mr. 
LYALL SWETE, to whom the credit is 
due of a very brilliant production, had 
imparted to Mr. Irvine something of 
his own vocal methods. 

Mr. Basit, Gitn, who, in the charac- 

ter of King Hakon, appeared once again 
as ‘the darling of the gods,” was not 
a very striking personality. The Skald 
j of Mr. Guy RatHBone was a sound 
piece of work; I liked the boyish en- 
| thusiasm of Mr. Ion Swintey, as Peter; 
and there was one great 
figure, a gold-bearded “* Wolf- 
skin,” whose identity escapes 
me. But most of the minor 
characters were just bar- 
harously picturesque. As for 
the women—ZIJnga and Inge- 
borg (I mixed. these two 
badly) and the rest of the 
medley of female relatives— 
well, these were the unre- 
generate days when [ssEn had 
yet to become the apostle of 
the enfranchisement of the 
sex. So it was their business 
(or “saga,” in the slang of 
the time) simply to love and 
sacrifice themselves and be 
overlooked. Miss HELEN 
Haye stepped boldly out of 
her element, but the others 
served little purpose except to 
add to my confusion. 

The work of Mr. Sime, who 
designed the costumes and 
scenery, and of Mr. Josrrx 
Harker, who did the paint- 
ing, was something more 
than excellent. But [ trust 
it didn’t cost too much; 
for I cannot hope that there will be a 
i very brisk market for this brave enter- 
| prise, though the piety of loyal Insen- 
i 1TES should carry things on for a bit. 


O. 8. 





9.) 





From a calendar: 

‘* Friday, February 7th. 
Rhubarb may be forced outdoors.’’ 
| Personally, whenever we see a piece of 
\rhubarb indoors we force it out—no 
| matter what the date. 





| **'The crocodile possesses . . . eyes and ears 
| which enable it to hold its prey under water 
and drown it, without any inconvenience to 
itself.’’—Empire Magazine. 

| We picture to ourselves the great 
| saurian (good !) clinging to a drowning 
‘antelope with its eyelids, what time 


The most popular figure with the|as Skule was most thoughtful and con- | it breathes rapidly under water through 


audience was that of a sort of Right | 


scientious. He had the air of compos- 


jits ears. 
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“LAND HUNGER.” 


Sportsman, ‘*‘ HuLLoA, COLONEL, BEEN ROLLING IN THE MUD?” 


Colonel. ‘‘ WELL, THEY SEEM SO ANXIOUS TO TAKE MY LAND AWAY FROM ME, I THOUGHT I MIGHT AS WELL HAVE A LITTLE OF 
SOMEONE ELSE’S!”? 


= I cannot help being thankful that I am not one of the 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. PR Bo in a story by Mr. Hucu Watrote. They do 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


have such a remarkably poor time of it. An atmosphere 
I po not consider Mr. DesMonp Coke has been quite fair! of hatred and gloom appears to surround them from birth ; 


to me. Helena, of Helena Brett’s Career (CHAPMAN anp | persons are continually beating and ill-using them, and 
Hatt), is a nice girl and a clever, as witness her feat of} they can never love anything approaching a dear gazelle 
writing a sort of a diary of which unscrupulous, well-fed | without its being quite sure to pine away in the earliest 
Blatchley, the publisher, sold 30,000 copies in eight weeks.| possible chapter. This certainly is what happens to 
Yet she did not in the first five minutes see through the Peter Westcott, the hero of Fortitude (Secker). To drop 
man she married—Hubert, the novelist—as the fatuous' flippaney, here is a book about which, now that I have 
egoist he was. Geoffrey Alison, the artist, calls him some-' read it with great care, I am wholly unable to form a 
where a something “swine.” This seemed to hit the matter , judgment that shall be expressed by any reasonable number 
off rather aptly if untactfully, and when, having conscien-! of adjectives. It seems to me by turns grim and gloomy 
tiously sought and failed to find mitigating circumstances,|and powerful; here and there are passages of real and 
I had finally accepted Alison’s précis, lo, Hubert, the worm, | singular beauty, followed by whole chapters that are merely 
goes and turns and admits the stark impeachment even in j artificial and unconvincing. It has, I believe, been com- 
the very terms of Alison's accusation. ‘“ But swine like| pared to the work of Dickens; and indeed it would be easy 
me,” he begins, and goes on to make so abject a confession | for the curious to trace out a parallel between its charac- 
as to rouse one’s pity almost to the point of saying, ““Oh,|ters and those in David Copperfield, which would sound 
not at all.” And this I call distinctly unfair, because he is | astonishingly complete. Yet no two books could well be 
a beast (if you assume him credible), and Helena cannot | more unlike in spirit. I have indicated that I found Mr. 
possibly have failed to see through him and still have} Watronr’s tale unequal. The Cornish parts impressed me 
remained Helena. And it is all very ill of Mr. Coxe to|enormously. All the early chapters that treat of Scaw 
pretend otherwise. Then, again, Hubert’s sister Ruth, | House, and the influence upon Peter of its tradition of cruelty 
going or driven away, a tactless, fussy stage-spinster, how | and degradation, are wonderfully forcible. And the end, 
can she come back, after no sufficient adventure or dis-| when, after years of striving and apparent defeat, he comes 
cipline that we hear of, so discerning and so pleasantly | back prepared to give in and accept the curse, provides, un- 
different? No, our novelist conceals all motives and pro- | foreseen, one of the most genuine “creeps” that I have met. 
cesses, only giving the alleged facts; and I don’t call this| It is in Peter’s intervening life that I am sometimes sus- 
playing the game. I suppose what I really mean is that! picious that Mr. Wanrone is tormenting him, as his father 
I expected something much better from Mr. Desmonp Coxe.! did, more out of malice than for truth’s sake. Fate here 
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seemed a little self-conscious. —y the book remains, | So ciety i is full ry the artificialities « of the time ef Louis XIV. 
however regarded, a notable achievement. There are aristocrats and citizens in the best eighteenth- 
————_——— century manner. In certain classes there is an amazing 
Tt is not often that o one comes across a piece of coastline! culture. Cooking is French “ perfected by the influence of 
of whicn the mere subsoil is worth two hundred pounds | the higher culins wy thought of the country,” and yet dinner 
a ton for export, by reason of its containing wolframite, | may be anywhere between one and eight. Intertwined 
known amongst the knowing as WO,,. When one does, ! with all this there is in operation a process of levelling— 
it is tiresome enough to find another fellow there already | both down and up. And over all there seems to hang the 
exporting that subsoil as fast as he can. It would be! shadow of tragedy which a knife or a pistol shot or a bomb 
difficult to think of a more convenient way of dealing with! may at any moment make a reality. 1 give thus, I am 
this other fellow than that of blowing him up, himself, his| afraid, a very superficial idea of what this excellent book 
assistants, his head offices and all, with an adequate | 
charge of picric acid and an electric fuse—a method which | which it says it. But there is too much in it for a summary. 
has the double advantage of eliminating one trade competitor | It is the best work of its kind I have seen for years. 
and putting off others. But for myself, if I had the picric —_—___—— 
acid carefully arranged and the electric fuse timed to! The Finger of Mr. Blee (Joun Lane) is a new humorous 
work punctually at 10 p.a., I should hesitate to keep an/ novel, by a new humorous writer, Mr. Peter BiunpE.t, 
appointment at the doomed office anywhere near that hour. | in a new setting—a tropical island. To dissect a joke must 
Van Noppen was quite in order in making the appointment, lalways be a dark and dreadful task; the hardest thing, 
for that ensured the presence of the ‘ight | people in the right | therefore, that I propose to say about Mr. BLunpELt’s wit 
place at the right time ; ——— — $$ is that it is at times less 

























but his mistake, his ele- original and _ striking 
: 7 BD? b 5 Wt tg ee . 
mentary mistake, lay in ae ee | ae | | | than its setting. His 
keeping it. Otherwise) -2 ae RRS. : os | | characters, especially 
WO, (Mernven) is| Hy sy SS HT | the nautical ones, have 





quite the most con- 
vineing tale of scoundrel ' 
adventure that I have 
read for a long time. | 
I seemed to have lost 
the capacity for being 
excited, mystified, de- 
voted to heroes, dis- 
tressed by villains and 
kept up past midnight 
to see things put right. 
Mr. Maurice Drake, 
however, in his dashing, 


obviously sat at the sea- 
boots of Mr. W. Jacoss 
and not come empty 
away. But if their in- 
|terchange of pleasant- 
ries and “scores”’ has 
a familiar ring, there 
are other persons in the 
tale the half-caste 
hero and the’ shore 
| society of the islands— 

that are both new and 
_ | welcome. When Mr. 














has to say, and no idea at all of the entertaining way in, 








breezy style, has ena- : - = = aa ' : "= i. See | BhunDELE, isn’t bother- 
moured me again of my, ie i ey —— |ing to be funny, and 

| old love, the drama in FORGOTTEN DEEDS OF VALOUR. lets himself go in a] 
Which one watches,’ 4 wrrr- WEANING BUT TACTLESS VISITOR DRAWS THR ATTENTION or Bexvenvo| Picture, for exainple, 
breathless, the progress | CELLINI TO AN ANATOMICAL ERROR IN ONE OF HIS MASTERPIECES. j of a steamers engine- | 
of events and is not—— room at sea, or any | 


worried with the too minute analysis of motive and!one of a dozen sketches of life in a tropical township, 
character. There is - natural a charm in his picture|he is at his very good best, sure, vivid, and picturesque. 
of the good ship, Luck and Charity, that I am forced to; It would be quite impossible here to trace in detail the 
assume that he is a sailor himself, and the crudeness of | varied adventures of JZarold Blee, Eurasian clerk and 
his brief digression into female suffrage, so far from | (unofficial) pawn in the dispute between the two rival chiefs 
irritating, pleasantly confirms me in that belief. We of Jallagar—the Commandant’s lady and the wife of the 
like our seamen to be boisterous, sturdy and downright, | steamship agent. This shows you in a sentence the 
thorough masters of their own subject and, if not frankly | character of the tale and most of its plot. The latter 
ignorant of, at least not too conversant with, the subtleties | culminates, after the approved model, in a scene of uproar- 


of domestic politics. And a man of the sea, most em-/ious faree at the ofhcial garden party given by Mrs. 
phatically, is this author. | Commandant on the occasion of the King’s birthday. 


Se RROREEN | Person: ally, I should have enjoyed the party better without 

There is a popular belief—to which I have never altogether | the farce, but this is my own affair. Both are agreeable of 

subscribed—that fifty per cent. of the Russian people are | their kind, 
anarchists, and it is interesting to find that the popular The Worst Joke of the Month. 

belief is wrong. So far as I am able to estimate after} [py the International speed-skating race of 1,500 metres 

reading Mr. Rornay Rexyotps's book, My Fussian Year| at Stockholm, Irpotrrorr was only second, What they 


(Minis AND Boon), sixty per cent. would be nearer the} aro a)] asking in Russia to-day is “Why didn’t Ippolitoff?” 
mark, if not seventy. They are not all fierce, militant 


anarchists. Some are very nice, though they are the real}  « 7¢ was ina little country town in the West of England, and Mrs. 
thing at heart. Mr. Reynonps depicts Russians of whom | Goodman, excellent citizen and kind-hearted ma, allowed himself to be 
almost anything seems possible. You may find among | chosen mayor for the fourth time.’’—Minneapolis Evening Journal. 
the peasants the Anglo-Saxon serf. There are pilgrims|The second misprint was a noble feat of consistency 
belonging to the age of the Crusades. There are those who|on the part of the compositor. A pity he couldn't have 
hold religious views belonging to the reign of Exizanern.| rounded it off with “herself.” 





























